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E.G. 



To Mother 

/ think the spell is gone from out my singing^ 

The music from my songSy 
But stilly BeMdy the best of all my bringing 

To you belongs, 

I did not know there were so many weeping 

On earthy the splendid place ; 
To whom the night brings neither dreams nor sleepingy 

But Sorrow* s face. 

I did not know there were so many waited 

For what can never come ; 
So many wayfaring who stray belatedy 

And have no home, 

Soy though my own feet tread the way of gladnessy 
Where flowers you planted groWy 

My lute^strings throb and answer to the sadness 
That others know. 
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LOVE'S JOURNEY 



THE SONG IN THE ORCHARD 

We stand beneath the flowering almond trees, 
The lingering sunset stains the sky above, 

And through the slender stems my spirit sees 
The crimson splendour of the wings of Love. 

Beloved, greet me softly, lest you wake 
Some dreaming bird within his leafy house. 

Beloved, hold me lightly, lest you break 
A single blossom from the almond boughs. 




THE SONG IN THE ORCHARD 

I came by where the wood and orchard meet, 
And all along the road the flowers grew. 

I dared not hasten, lest with careless feet 
I took a life, who find my life in you. 

Beloved, I forget the weeping rain. 

The cruel hunting-song the East Wind sings. 
I lift my eyes and in your eyes again 

I see the purple shadow of Love's wings. 



II 

THE SONG ON THE HILL 

We two alone upon the mute grey hill, 
With all the silent earth beneath our feet, 

Watch with the world the doorway of the East 
Until the hour when day and night shall meet. 

And now there seems a singing in the air, 
A sudden whisper wakens in the pines. 

And, with the dawn, my soul puts forth to yours 
And all its courage and its love divines. 

Listen. The birds have sung our herald-song, 
Across the sky our banner now is flung. 

Belov'd, come down and win the world with me, 
For we shall conquer, being glad and young. 



THE SONG ON THE HILL 

Red grows the sky, and red the waking earth 
Throbs in its glow and pulses with our fire. 

Reach out towards the East and greet the day 
That comes with victory and heart's desire. 

We two alone upon the singing hill : 

Heaven and earth and we, Belov'd, are one. 

Reach out towards the East and greet the day 
That crowns us royal with the raying sun. 




Ill 

THE SONG BY THE RIVER 

Ah, what a day of gladness this has been. 

The ripple on the water is a smile. 
Did you not hear the laughter of the leaves 

Where the grey aspen shakes beside the stile ? 

The hedges have an air of holiday. 

All robed as for a feast in green and white. 

The sober gladness of the forest shade 

Makes yet more glad the laughter of the light. 

Do you remember when we heard the lark, 
A pulsing happiness at Heaven's door ? 

We laughed and hailed him lord of song and air, 
But we were lords of love and of the moor. 
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THE SONG IN THE BEECH-WOOD 

I WISH we had not stayed here in the wood. 

Your face is grown so strange within its shade ; 
I look into your eyes and see a soul 

That my soul knows not, and I am afraid. 

And when you lean toward me by the pool 
I feely I know not why, I must withhold 

My hand that your hand seeks. I know not why 
My lips, when you would kiss, are still and cold. 

If you would keep me we must take the road. 
For in the trees my soul grows wild again. 

I think I was a dryad long ago, 

And knew no lovers but the wind and rain. 



THE SONG IN THE BEECH-WOOD II 

I ask no kiss but that of rain-cool leaves 

When by the wind against my cold cheek driven. 

The cool green hands the standing fern puts forth 
Caress me as I would caress were given. 

Out on the glimmering road and on the heath, 
All day, your love was all my heart's desire. 

But ly once glad that you were lord of me, 
At dusk now dread and shrink before your fire. 

We sit and look across the silent pool, 

With all the twilit world our hearts between. 

My love for you lies dead beneath the spell, 
The magic of the silence and the green. 



VI 
THE SONG BY THE MILL 

The wheel turns and the water falls. 
Shall we not linger here and rest ? 

The sun grown weary of the day 
Has lit his camp-fires in the west. 
And far away 
A late bird calls. 

The wheel turns and the slow hours £dl 
From oflF Time's spindle. You and I, 
Shall we have woven a cloth of gold. 
To make Love brave in, ere we die 
Or grow too old 
To hear him call ? 




THE SONG BY THE MILL 1 3 

The wheel turns and the water falls. 

The singing stream that knew the hill 

Leaps to the wheel and, broken there, 
Goes coursing onwards, singing still, 
And hasting where 
The deep sea calls. 

The wheel stops. See, the shadows fall. 
The sleeping sun no beacon shows. 

BelovM, we two, even as the stream. 
Have known the breaking wheel it knows ; 
But hold our dream 
Till Death shall call. 



VII 
THE SONG BY THE LARCH-WOOD 

A LITTLE narrow pathway through the wood 

There is, for one alone too wide ; 
And yet so strait that only those who love 

Are not too close who tread it side by side. 

The way is very quiet in the wood : 

There is no sound of wind or song of bird. 

It is so still that only those who love 

Dare break its silence with a spoken word. 

There seems a constant twilight in the wood : 
None ever goes there in the sun of noon, 

But always in the dusk, when those who love 
Look out between the stems and see the moon. 




THE SONG BY THE LARCH-WOOD 1 5 

It is as though some magic holds the wood 
And silences the birds and stills the bees. 

None other walks there, only those who love 
Go hand in hand beneath the watching trees. 



VIII 
THE SONG IN THE VALLEY 

How softly comes the night. The thousand fires 
The new-waked stars have lit beyond the sky 

Shine dim and distant as war-beacons show 
To one too old to hear the rallying-cry. 

A slow contentment in the valley broods, 
Far from the swift unrest of higher airs. 

Does Fate grow kinder at the journey's end, 
Or is it we grow wiser in our prayers ? 

Yet sometimes, through the sleepy valley's peace, 
I hear, from deep within my heart, the song 

We heard when, morning-young upon the hill. 
We yearned toward the battle, being strong. 



THE SONG IN THE VALLEY 1 7 

We thought together we should grasp the stars ; 

We took the sun in heaven for a sign 
We should together win the earth, and sit 

In Honour's hall and drink the heroes' wine. 

And now the journey ends, and we have won 
No kingdom ; yet not quite uncrowned we go : 

For love was ours and all the songs Love sings, 
The dreams that those who love not cannot know. 

Since everything must pass and we must pass — 
We have seen the world and played in it our 
parts — 

Give me yoiur hand and draw me through the porch 
Of Sleep, the sanctuary of pilgrim hearts. 



SONGS IN THE NIGHT 
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A SONG OF WAITING 

La pauvre humanitl 
Qui frtle le bonheur et qui passe h ctti. 

— La Samaritaine. 

Over the myrtle hedge I heard Joy calling : 
Twice he called my name with a silver cry j 
And when he ceased my heart still held the cry. 

But, while I stood there dreaming, night was falling 
And in the dark Joy went and passed me by. 

I heard Fame's horn over the hedge of laurel : 
Twice he wound his horn and cried my name ; 
And when he ceased my heart still cried my name. 

But, while I dreamed, he went as on a quarrel ; 
He said no word, but vanished like a flame. 



22 A SONG OF WAITING 

Over the wild-rose hedge I heard Love singing : 
Twice he sang my name in his secret song ; 
And when he ceased my heart still sang the song. 

But, while I dreamed, he far away was winging ; 
Love will not stay for those who wait too long. 

Over the hedge of yew I heard Grief weeping : 
Twice she sighed my name as she sat apart ; 
And when she ceased she drew the boughs apart. 

And while I dreamed, my heart an echo keeping, 
She came to me and stood beside my heart. 




THE DARK ROAD 

There is no light in any path of heaven, 

Every star is folded in dark sleep, 
The clouds hang heavily, the moon is hidden : 

How will she know the road her soul must keep ? 

She did not ask for heavenly palaces ; 

A little human home was her desire ; 
The intimate close touch of human hands, 

To love and work beside a hmnan fire. 

She will be full of fear. She was not used 
To go alone on perilous strange ways. 

She climg to souls she loved and paths she knew. 
Nor ever looked beyond her ordered days. 



^ 



24 THE DARK ROAD 

As tears will be remembrance in her heart 
If she recall her lamp's familiar light, 

And as a sword vain pity in her heart 

If she should hear her children's cry to-night. 

Ah, Mary mother, stand by Heaven's gate 

And watch the road for one who comes to find, 

In loneliness and fear, what Heaven holds 
To comfort her who leaves the earth behind. 



THE CAPTAIN'S SONG 

Mary, Mary of the Ships, 

As gladness once was thine. 
Look down, look down from Heaven's height 

And guard this ship of mine. 

Mary, Mary of the Ships, 

All day the wind and sea 
Girt up the vessel's heart with pride. 

She had no thought of thee : 
For all the wonder of the world 

Was hers to live and be. 
She leapt against the leaping wave. 

She clove the surges white. 
Rejoicing as a tempered sword 

New-christened in the fight. 



26 THE captain's SONG 

Mary, Mary of the Ships, 

Now, in the darkened air, 
The sails are like to whispering souls, 

The masts reach up in prayer. 
The waters shine with all the eyes 

Of those who perished there. 
The mast-head light's against the stars, 

But far beneath, apart ; 
And in the sheets a sobbing wind 

Sighs like a breaking heart. 

Mary, Mary of the Ships, 
As sorrow once was thine. 

Look down upon the sea to-night 
And guard this ship of mine. 



/^ 



THE LOCK-OUT'S SONG 

Staring, staring into the night, 

Till the dawn lifts rose and green ; 
Or moves still grey on a silver tide, 
While a wide sea sleeps on either side. 
And the slim ship sleeps between. 



Staring, staring into the night. 

Beneath the starlit sky. 
Far away there's a white foam flake. 
And low in the sea the new stars wake. 

As a passing ship goes by. 



( 



28 THE look-out's SONG 

Staring, staring into the night, 

As we slip by an unknown shore. 
What does it hold, the land unseen ? 
Thoughts like tears for what has been, 

I 

Or the hope of something more ? 

Staring, staring into the night. 

The pitiless waiting night. 
Till faint and low my heart's bird sings. 
And hope grows frail as the sea-birds' wings 

That break against the light. 




ADVENT 

Silent are the sheep and stilly 
White against the purple hilly 
Underneath the starry sky. 

From afar there comes a cry. 
Comes a sudden and sharp call 
As from one in Sorrow's thraiL 



The clustered thorns at the hill's base 
Beneath the stars showed misty grey, 
And in the hidden heart of them 
There sang the birds of all the day. 



30 ADVENT 

The shepherd heard : and then saw clear 
How all along the sunken way 
That is the road to Bethlehem 
There blew the flowers of all the year. 
The dew-wet petals brushed his &ce ; 
He reached and broke a flowering stem. 



The shepherd came to Bethlehem. 
The voice within him bade him wait 
Until they struck for middle night. 
Then slowly moved the heavy gate 
And to the narrow opening-space 
Came Mary, that was glad of late 
But now was grown to dread the light. 
Her eyes had looked on Sorrow's face 
And mortal fear looked out of them. 
He kneeled as to a queen in state. 




ADVENT 3 I 

From out the shadow of the wall 
Then Mary leaned with eyes afraid. 
She said no word, but took the stem, 
Which close against her breast she laid, 
Between her heavy braids of hair. 
Then closed the door; the shepherd stayed 
No more. In silent Bethlehem 
Went Mary through the starlit air, 
With halting steps as she would fall. 
Where darkest road the shadows made. 



Within her room in Bethlehem 
She bore the branch of green and white. 
Grey shadows on the bare stone wall 
It made beneath her lamp's dim light. 
And on her heart the shadows lay, 
Set closer than the stars of night. 
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32 ADVENT 

Or waters in the stream's down-fall. 
With folded hands she sought to pray, 
Her eyes were wide with fear in them ; 
She could not say the words aright. 

More than mortal help I need^ 

More than mortal pity ; 
Tet I fear to pray to God 

In His starry city. 
I would have a woman's help. 

Know a woman's pity : 
Is there none to hear my prayer 

In God^s starry city ? 
Women would to woman pray 

In their hour of pity. 



A SONG AT DUSK 



How shall I sing of happiness to-day 

When Love, that was a rose, 
Is dead ungathered, and the petals fallen. 

And the heart of it fled whither no man 
knows ? 



How shall I sing of happiness to-day 

When Love, that was a bird. 
Is dead untended, and the frail wings broken. 

And the song it had for singing none has 
heard ? 



34 A SONG AT DUSK 

How shall I sing of happiness to-dajr 

When Love, that was a dream, 
Is dead all unremembered and unspoken, 

And the soul that held it drowning in Life's 
stream ? 




A SONG OF AGE 

The windows are close shut against the air. 

Against the light the hangings are close drawn. 
The day will break again for those without, 

But we shall never see another dawn. 

We have looked our last from the enchanted tower. 

Of games and tourney we have seen the last. 
We shall not hear the sound of lutes again. 

The flags are furled. The horses have gone past. 

No more we stand, beside the empty sea, 

And wait in vain the ship of oil and corn. 

No more we follow, up the empty hill. 

The feint elusive winding' of the horn. 
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36 A SONG OF AGE 

The sun is hid from us. The darkness comes. 

Too tired to dream, too wise to know desire, 
We sit, with those we scorned in dajrs before, 

And reach out grateful hands towards the fire. 




HALLOWFEN 

I SET green boughs about my house, 
For Love's sake and for Hallowe'en, 

That if the lorcf of it should come 
His place should be as it had been. 

He did not come. When I went forth — 
From every watch the heart must ris 

She whom he vowed he had not loved 
Met me with triumph in her eyes. 



THE FIDDLER 

Misshapen, small, I dare not ask for love, 
Or to her clear grey eyes my own eyes lift. 

Yet, at my birth, the stars of destiny 
Gave to me music for a royal gift. 

There is no song on all the singing earth 
But finds an echo in my listening heart. 

There is no hidden place in music's world 
In which my listening spirit has no part. 

And I can play upon the souls of men 

And search their secret thoughts ; but may not 
win 
Across her threshold whom my heart desires 

I bring her heaven^ but may not enter in. 



THE FIDDLER 39 

At night, about my bed, the wide-eyed dreams, 
In subtle-painted robes, submissive stand. 

Night's delicate strange queens are thrall to me — 
But, oh, to touch her little human hand ! 

At night my spirit kneels beside her feet. 

And for her little head weaves crowns of flowers. 

Nay, more than this, my spirit greatly dares — 
But, oh, to hold her in my waking hoiu^ ! 

Mine are the songs of all the circling winds. 
The harmonies that range from north to south. 

My soul can hear the music of the spheres — 
But, oh, to kiss her once upon her mouth ! 



CLARE FOREY'S SONG 

" God never looks on me now.^^ — Clare's Diaiy. 

Richard Feverel. 

God sits so high, in such a shining Heaven, 
He cannot see us kneel to Him for grace 

So far below, on such a misty earth. 

The clouds are drawn like veils before His ^e. 

God sits so high, in such a sounding Heaven, 
He cannot hear our prayers rise faltering. 

He cannot hear our hearts break in the dark. 
He only hears the quiring angels sing. 

God sits so high, in such a far-off Heaven, 
He cannot know His gift of living breath 

May hurt so in the taking that our hearts 
Are &in to yield it in forgetful death. 



^ 



A SONG OF SORROW'S COMING 

There is no lasting queen but Sorrow. 

There is no house that stands like Sorrow's house. 
No petals ever £sdl from Sorrow's flowers. 

No crown endures like that above her brows. 

If you should open once your door to her 
Not all your loves shall lift her seal away 

From off your threshold ; nor not all the soimd 
Of all your triumphs drown what she would say. 

Though Joy run laughing through your chambers, 
And leave in every room a garland fair, 

If Sorrow enter after, her grey veil 

Shall hide in shadow every blossom there. 
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THE SONG ON THE CUP 

A CROWN of mingled rose and thorn 
Life brought when I was born. 

A golden apple bitter-sweet 
Love gave to me to eat. 

A cup of tears that passed the brink 
Time filled for me to drink. 



Ah, Death, draw near and bring the key 
That shall unlock Sleep's house for me. 




SONGS OUT OF DOORS 



WAYNE WOOD 

The trees are bare in Wayne Wood : 
Autumn's pageant's passed, and dead 
The beech's brown, the maple's red. 
Grey and blue the pigeons fly 
Through branches grey against blue sky 

In Wayne Wood. 

The trees are bare in Wayne Wood : 
Think you that we shall see again 
The leaves that kept us from the rain ? 
Or touch again with dew-drenched hands 
The golden rag-weed when it stands 

In Wayne Wood ? 



46 WAYNE WOOD 

The trees are bare in Wayne Wood : 
Shall we not go with eager feet 
To where the branching pathways meet, 
And hear, when first the shadows fall. 
The stock-doves and the pheasants call 

In Wayne Wood ? 

The trees are bare in Wayne Wood : 

The hidden places open lie 

Revealed to every passer-by. 

And yet what secret shall be torn 

From silent oak or twisted thorn 
In Wayne Wood ? 

The trees are bare in Wayne Wood : 
Do you remember all the days 
We spent among its hidden ways ? 
What magic of the morning shared, 
What peril of the evening dared 

In Wayne Wood ? 



V 



WAYNE WOOD 47 

The trees are bare in Wayne Wood : 
I think we shall not see again 
The green and gold of summer's train. 
Did you or I first, who shall say, 
Unsheath the sword that bars the way 

To Wayne Wood ? 
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SONG OF THE HEATHEN 

You seek with words to move the soul of God 
That, ere the earth was, brooded o'er the deeps. 
And in a net of prayers 
To take Him unawares 
Who, watching over Israel, slumbers not nor 
sleeps. 

You plant your seed each in your narrow field. 
And what each man has sown he thinks he reaps. 
And brings an ofibring vain 
To Him who needs no grain. 
Who, watching over Israel, slumbers not nor 
sleeps. 



\ 



SONG OF THE HEATHEN 49 

Lift not your hands in prayer. What shall He care 
Where flares your beacon on the eternal steeps ? 
What is a single light 
To Him who knows no night, 
Who, watching over Israel, slumbers not nor 
sleeps ? 

Waste not your hour in prayers He will not hear ; 
But, while within your breast the live heart leaps. 
With gladness come and go : 
His earth is good to know, 
Who, watching over Israel, slumbers not nor 
sleeps. 
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THE POOLS IN THE FOREST 

I WISH, Bdor'd, that you could know 
How by the pools the kingcups Uow ; 
How where the autumn crocuE grew 
The hyacinth reais its slender blue. 
And pui|de orchises push thnwgh. 
I wish this thrush might sing to y<Mi 
Its song so jubilant and new 
Of hopes fiilfilled and dreams come true. 

I wish, Bdov*d, that you could sec 
The leaves vpoa each forest tree ; 
So thy, so young, so tender-green, 
So small they scarcely serve to screen 
The living blue that holds the skies ; 




THE POOLS IN THE FOREST 5 1 

Nor shield me from the wild bright eyes 
Of questing wood-bird where it flies ; 
Nor from the squirrel's feigned surprise 
And anger at who, daring, lies 
Beside his empty granaries. 

I wish, BelovM, that you could hear 

The moving waters singing clear, 

As through the pools the quick stream flows 

And breaks the sunset's imaged rose 

Into a golden net that glows 

And flames like fire, and onward goes. 

Where over it the hazels close. 

Through hidden paths that no man knows. 

I wish, Belov'd, that you could be 

Here by the pools to-day with me 

And, standing by me on the brink. 

Lean down with hollowed palm to drink, 

E — 2 



52 THE POOLS IN THE FOREST 

And watch the small grey lishes shrink 
Before our shadows there, and sink 
Down out of sight. But here I lie 
Alone beneath the changing sky 
And lar, so far away are you — 
I wish, Beiov'd^ that dreams came true. 




A SONG OF BUILDING 

Break up and carry away the garden, 

There is needed a new house. 
Tread heavily that the earth may harden 

Where lovers made their vows. 
Cut down and carry away for burning 

The branches of the trees ; 
Leave there no place for birds returning 

Or for the honey bees. 

Now in the earth of flowers forsaken 

Set the foundations deep, 
And let the hammer's song awaken 

The echoes lost in sleep. 




54 A SONG OF BUILDING 

Break with the sound of woik 

The garden's silent law. 
The munnar of the [danes incnasiog 
The shrilling of the saw. 

The Foses Uew but for forgettiiig, 

The honeysuckle's crown 
None will remember for r^rctting, 

The almond trees are down. 
And when the house is surely builded 

There will no talc be told 
Of how, long since, the maple gilded 

The ereniog with red gold. 

Yet, when the morning hushed and still is 
And on the house peace lies, 

Some vision of the vanished lilies 
Majr ligjit the children's eyes. 



A SONG OF BUILDING 55 

Perhaps the thoughts by lovers planted 

Beneath the shady boughs 
Will come again like dreams enchanted 

To those within the house. 
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THE WOOD OF SILENCE 

In the Wood of Silence everything goes wrong. 
Very deep the shade is, and hushed the joyous 

song 
The heart sings on the highway and in the field of 

sheaves. 
Who could lift a song to such a roof of leaves ? 

In the upland valley the lovers danced and sang ; 

Down beside the river still their laughter rang. 

Then they crossed the cornfield, passed the white- 
barred gate, 

And knew the Wood of Silence where the shadows 
wait. 
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Once within its darkness came the sudden change. 
Each, quick-glancing sideways, found the other 

strange. 
They forgot the wind there and the sun above : 
In the Wood of Silence comes the end of love. 



Out upon the roadway with the Wood behind 

Still they felt its magic hold their spirits blind. 
Though they strove with laughter to mask each 

hidden thought, 
Nothing could unravel the spell the shadows 

wrought. 



Not the dying sunset nor the failing light, 
As the hill they mounted, brought so deep a night. 
Darkness all about them, darkness in the heart. 
Hand in hand they journeyed, all a world apart. 




58 THE WOOD OF SILENCE 

Nevermore together to stand as they had stood 
Watching for the drjrads in the Enchanted Wood ; 
Or to tread the winding road and hear the lark 

above : 
In the Wood of Silence came the end of love. 



THE RAIN 

The circling earth is grown a marsh : 
Shall we not see the sun again ? 

Does nothing shine in Heaven now 
Beside the gleaming spears of rain ? 

The gathered grief of Heaven falls 
On cloudy hill and misty plain : 

Is there no song in all the world 
Beside the singing of the rain ? 

The unborn souls that come to earth 
Will find no heritage but pain : 

What can they know of aught but tears 
That journey from the House of Rain ? 




6o THE RAIN 

And ah, to die and lie in sleep 
As all the sodden leaves have lain, 

Or travel to the sound of rain, 

Through rain, to Heaven, the Place of Rain. 




A SONG OUT OF OXFORDSHIRE 

Would we were laid, when that we die, 

By Field Assarts and Asthally ; 

That we might hear across our dreams 
The singing of the happy streams 

By Field Assarts and Asthally. 



Through days of sadness, days of mirth. 
We loved the whole enchanted earth -, 
But best we loved the wooded ways 
Wherein we lived our gladdest days 
On all the wide enchanted earth. 



r 
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We loved all flowers, all birds that fly. 
But best the birds that know the sky 

By Field Assarts and Asthally ; 

The wild flowers in the fields that lie 
Beneath the changing bird-flecked sky. 

We heard them, though we might not see, 

The dryads hid in every tree. 

The misty gods that haunt the wood 
Pass closely by us where we stood 

And dreamed beneath a whispering tree. 

Though they lay still, our joyous hearts, 

By Asthally and Field Assarts, 
I think each passing soul above 
Would catch the echo of our love 

Of Asthally and Field^Assarts. 



THE TREES 

I WAS once a dryad, long ago. 

In the trees I love I held my house. 
Then I read the writing on the stems, 

Then I understood the singing boughs. 

Still, because I was a dryad once. 

Is for me the leaves' song half-revealed. 

Still my spirit hears the forest prayers. 

Knows the dreams the sleeping branches yield. 

I can hear, for I was dryad once, 

Through the storm, the trees in battle call. 
Faint and (slt my spirit seems to hear 

All the trees in all the forests fall. 
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Ah, I was a drjrad long ago. 

Naught I knew of sorrow, naught of fear. 
For the gladness that my heart knew then, 

Still I hold the singing branches dear. 




A FAIRY SONG— FOR GWYNEDD 

Little, little houses in the woods : 

These are where the &iries dwell. 
Grey and green as beechen stem 
Are thejr, so that none may tell 
Where they are hid, 
If the fairies do forbid. 

Little, little gardens in the woods 

With violets the fairies plant. 

White wood-sorrel grows in them. 
Velvet-bees come there to chant, 

And fine grass shoots. 

All between the beechen roots. 



i 
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Little, little pathways in the woods : 

These are what the fairies tread 
Round each towering bracken-^tem. 
Underneath the cranesbill's red ; 
That they may pass 
Through the forest of the grass. 

Little, little songs within the woods 

With the leaves the fairies sing. 
Very few may know of them 
Or hear the hidden voices ring. 
But we two know. 
We were fairies long ago. 




LONDON CHILDREN 

Brick and stone is London town ; 
The smoke goes up^ the smoke comes down. 
In the streets the children play, 
And never know that far away, 

Spring the maiden, all unseen, 

Robes the earth in gold and green. 

London children never see 

All the wonder Spring can be ; 
London children never know 
Where the yellow kingcups grow ; 

Never look the larch stems through 

For the hyacinth's soft blue. 

F — 2 
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Take them where they have not been : 
Where the rain foils silver-clean ; 
Where the scented morning yields 
Place to noon across green fields ; 
Where twilight seeks the woods to sleep 
And learn the secrets night would keep. 

You shall give them wealth untold 
With the cowslips' gathered gold ; 

Music for their after-dreams 

Remembered from the chanting streams ; 
And their hearts shall sing in these 
As the wind sings in the trees. 

Later, when the children come 
Back to their unlovely home, 
And sit looking on the grey 
That upbuilds their every day, 
They shall tell this strange glad thing, 
" Once we heard the cuckoo sing," 



^ 



A SONG OF YOUTH 

How shall I learn the still wisdom, 
The patience and calm of giving — 

I, all afire to conquer, 

Quick with the joy of living ? 

Salt with desire of travel 

Are my lips ; and the wind's wild singing 
Lifts my heart to the ocean 

And the sight of great ships swinging. 

How shall I bow to a blind Heaven 

That asks of me resignation — 
I, with a crown invisible 

And a king's secret elation ? 



JO A SONG OF YOUTH 

Shall I sit in silent sunender 

That am strong and keen at the quarrel, 
Dreaming for ever of victory 

And the scent of the victor's laurel ? 

Nay, I will fight for my kingdom. 
And the cup filled for my drinking. 

I will grasp life's jewelled sword-hilt 
Or face its point unshrinking. 

My voice shall sound to the cedars. 

I will shout against the thunder, 
And use the earth for my glory, 

Till, singing, I go under. 




HEART-OF-PITY 

Heart-of-Pity, jrou waste your days, 
Your ear set close to the crying earth. 

Your tears down-falling on arid ways, 

Your soul in chambers where pain has birth. 

Weep no more. Your tears are vain. 

You shall not comfort immortal grief. 
You may not heal immortal pain. 

Or lift again the fallen leaf. 

Heart-of-Pity, ah, use your dower 

Ere youth be vanished and laughter fled. 

All too soon will come the hour 

Of dreams forgotten and gladness dead. 
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All too soon the light will fade, 
The glory go from sea and sky. 

Be glad in time, ere you fidl dismayed 
And are lost in night eternally. 




THE SENTENCE 

Oh ! to be leaving the green earth 

And the skies above ; 
The gladness of sleeping and waking, 

And the glory of love. 

To be losing the still waters, 

The rivers and streams. 
To be losing hope and remembrance, 

Thoughts and dreams. 

To be dead to the wonder of winter, 

The miraculous spring. 
The marvel of sunlight and moonlight. 

Of leaves and of blossoming. 
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To hear nor the wind's whisper, 

Nor the song of rain. 
To be one with those that are vanished 

And come not again. 

To be passed beyond the rose-trees 
And their shadows beneath. 

To yield life's certain kingdom 
For uncertain death. 



SONG IN THE FOREST 



Would I were chorister, 
O God, in this Thy fane. 

For here I think my voice might rise 
Until the now unhearing skies 

Gave answer back again. 



Would I were ministrant 
In this Thine altar-place. 

For in the silence and the green. 
The hush and pause of things unseen. 

My soul might find Thy &ce. 



^6 SONG IN THE FOREST 

Only as worshipper, 

In this Thy quiet house, 

Thy mystery appears less sealed 
And Thy great angels seem revealed 

Beneath the arched boughs. 




SONGS OF LOVE 




ON THE EDGE OF THE DESERT 

Great store I brought you. Heart's Desire, 
Of honey from the desert bees, 

Of dewy fruits and scented boughs, 
Of spices and of almug trees. 
Belov'd, you would have none of these. 



Fair songs I made you. Heart's Desire, 
And brought you tales of wayfaring. 

And legends of the splendid days. 
And ballads such as lovers bring. 
Belov'd, you would not hear me sing. 




8o ON THE EDGE OF THE DESERT 

I won jrou nets of woven pearls, 

And jewels torn from conquered thrones 

To set in strings about your throat, 
And ankle-rings, and golden zones. 
Belov'd, you scorned the precious stones. 

You sat with listless hands and eyes. 
And watched the sun-birds lift and dart. 

I pleaded, " Love me. Heart's Desire, 
My soul must die if you depart." 
Belov'd, you gave me then your heart. 




A SONGIOF SCORN 

Speak not of love. What should you know of love, 
Unstable as the mist that rings the moon, 

Uncertain as the wind ? Love is so sure, 
Love is enduring and not changing soon. 

Speak not to me of love. What should you know 
Of love, that serve no god but your desire ? 

For love is sacrifice ; with you the chase 
Is all, attainment sees a dying fire. 

Ah, do not speak of love. Love is a church 
Where kneeling souls may hear the angels pray. 

And such as you profane the holy place 
Until the angels weep the stain away. 

G 




LOVFS GARLAND 

Love looked out and saw that earth was fair 
And, singing, went to meet the rising day. 

But found for him there were no rose-leaves 
strewn — 
Sharp thorns were all the way. 

Love went on with eyes that saw the sim, 
Nor faltered ever till the long day's close, 

And lo ! where'er the thorns had pierced his feet. 
There blew a crimson rose. 

Love returned and wove a wreath of them. 
But in the weaving all his strength he gave ; 

And when the darkness came, grown pitiful. 
Life laid it on Love's grave. 




THE PRINCESS AT THE MIRROR 

Is it my heart that you love, my lover, 
Or only my fece that you find so fair ? 

Is it my spirit that holds you to me. 
Or only a mesh of my silken hair ? 

Is it my voice, or the sound of singing. 
That stirs you so through the open door ? 

Is it the murmur of scented raiment. 
Or I myself that you listen for ? 

Do you see only my eyes* bright shining. 

Or that which inhabits behind their blue ? 

My red mouth's curves do you care for only. 

Or is it the soul that it speaks for too ? 

G — 2 
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The river of Love has many waters. 

And many shadows has Love's deep well 

I lose in their deep and dark the answer, 
I dare not ask and you may not tell. 




THE SHIPS OF LOVE 

Alas, the sea. Alas, the empty sea. 

The desolate disenchantment of the sea, 

When dreaming darkness lifts and brings the light 
And all the fleet of Love is out of sight. 

But who shall sing the wonder of the sea, 
The great, mysterious magic of the sea. 

When on the deeps the heart thought empty lie 
The golden galleons of Love's argosy. 



' A FAREWELL 



If 70a had meant it for only a gune, 
Yoa should have told me before I tfamr. 

Nofw yoa are angry because I Uamc 
Hour can I hdp ix\ I trusted jrou. 

WeD, let us say you hare done no wrong. 

StiD, ni be comrade with you no more ; 
Hear no more the waters' song 

Hand in hand on the shdl-strewn shore. 

Lean no more on the fountain's edge 
To watch the lazy carp beneath ; 

Stn^ no more by the sweet-briar hedge. 
Pace no more the windy heath. 




A FAREWELL 87 

Tread no more the October ways, 
Thick with acorn and chestnut husk ; 

See no more the sun's last rays 

From the dewy garden's scented dusk. 

Your tears fall now. Will they fell for long ? 

If it comes to that, I am sorry too. 
The heart will grieve for a silenced song 

Though song and singer be both imtrue. 

Good while it lasted ? Two short years 

We were king and queen of a house of clouds. 

Our house is down in a rain of tears, 
Our glad days lie in their misty shrouds. 

Do I hate you now ? Ah, little-wise, 

Till the bowl be broken and loosed the cord 

And the pitcher shattered, 'tis love that lies 
Between us two like a lasting sword. 



THE PAGFS SONG 

My lady lies on roses strewn 
With violets set between. 

While overhead the beechen boughs 
Do mask the blue with green. 

She lies within the secret wood 

With her belov'd apart. 
And I, that fain would worship her, 

Must pluck her from my heart. 

Yet in the twilight of my grief 
This comfort have I found : 

To kneel beside her sleeping place 
And kiss the hallowed ground. 
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And when, so kneeling, my heart's tears 

Fall down like summer rain, 
I know 'tis through my love for her 

The violets spring again. 



^ 



HAD SAPPHO LIVED 

Nay, take the gold I ofier. I am old 

And blind, but I have looked upon Love's face, 
And trod the secret ways you wander in. 
You think because my fires are dead and cold 
That I have never known the altar-place, 
Or seen the hidden sanctuary within. 

Yet once I ran as happy maidens run. 

And climbed the windy hill, and searched the lea 
For garlands, till Love burned away my heart. 
And then I sang no more, nor sought the sun, 
Nor listened to the ever-singing sea. 
But sat by grey-leaved willows all apart. 



HAD SAPPHO LIVED 9 1 

Till through the willows whispering in rain 

There came a voice that cried : ^ Is all Life told. 
And counted naught because Love shuts one 
door ? " 
Then reached I for my harp and sang again, 
And gathered all my sorrow into gold, 

And of my grief made gladness for the poor. 

The watching shepherds sing my words at night ; 
Rich merchants send me many and great gifts 
To make them songs. Now am I old and blind, 
Yet still my spirit strains towards the light, 
Like to a new-fledged lark that soars and lifts, 
But knows not what's to seek or what's to find. 

So take my gift, and roimd your slender throat 
Set jewelled chains, and call your lover near. 
His eyes shall find your fairness grown more fair; 
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His hands shall find the jewels that denote 

Your beauty's worth ; his heart shall find both 
dear. 
Nor ever know which holds him closer there. 

Love goes about the earth in many a guise : 
A^ not too closely of the name he bears 
When he shall pause beside your open gate. 
Stretch forth your hands and question not his eyes. 
The way is long for whoso lonely fares, 
And bare the singly woven web of Fate. 

The poor refuse not bread, the thirsty wine : 
What hunger and what thirst like that of Love ? 
I that had nothing am now rich for you. 
Buy with my gold the thing you count divine : 
Earth often gives what is refused above. 
And mortals pay the debt from heaven due. 




A SONG OF SIEGE 

How did you know the wajr into mjr heart 

Was strewn with flower petals ? 
Where did you learn the wisdom to lay down 
Your gifts of stones and metals ? 

You shall not take my heart's close citadel 

With music or sweet singing, 
With painted books or carven ivories. 

Silk robes or jewels bringing. 

Nay, but with lilies you shall win the walls. 
With lilac tread where none has trod before. 

And with carnations find the inmost court 
Of which with roses you shall pass the door. 



THE SWORD 

How came Love first to me ? I do not know. 

A rose climbed to my window in the night 
And, waking with the dawn, I foimd it there ; 

Nor did it fade through all the glad daylight. 

How came Love first to me ? I do not know. 

I heard a bird enchanted all night long 
Sing in the willow at the garden's end ; 

Nor when the dawn came did he cease his song. 

How came Love first ? Alas, I do not know. 

I dreamed a battle where above, apart. 
One waiting held on high a quivering sword. 

And, when I woke, the sword was in my heart. 



^ 



THE FORSAKEN PRINCE 

You say the earth remains, and will remain, 
And still the pageant of the year rehearse : 

Beloved, I have held your hands in mine — 
What comfort in the barren imiverse ? 

You bid me look towards the endless heights : 
What message have they, Jupiter or Mars ? 

Belovid, I have looked into your eyes — 
What comfort shall I gather from the stars ? 

You say that life still holds a sheaf of years, 
And hidden joy in each new day may lie : 

Beloved, I have held you for an hoiu* — 
What comfort is in all eternity ? 

H 
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You bid me kneel to the immortal gods, 

From them to him who asks is comfort given : 

Beloved, I have kissed you on the mouth — 
I have no need of any god in heaven. 



LOVFS WAKING 

The first time that my lover said my name, 
It seemed as if the earth broke into flame, 

And put on majesty ; and in my heart 

Grew music, when my lover said my name. 

The second time my lover said my name, 

The earth seemed changed, that still I knew 
the same. 

The birds all sang for me, and every flower 
Was mine, because my lover said my name. 

The third time that my lover said my name, 

A sudden silence on the earth there came, 

And, in the hush of it, my listening heart 

Heard his heart beating as he said my name. 

H — 2 
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DEMETER OF ANTHELA 

Demeter of Anthela, veiled and crowned with 
barley, 
Goes about the uplands where the shadows pass. 
Lightly fall the shadows across the growing barley, 
Lightlier treads Demeter across the growing 
grass. 

Demeter of Anthela, she laughs and looks behind 
her, 
Lo ! The grain is golden that was green 
before. 
Rosebuds in the hedges are roses now behind her, 
Fledglings leave the hedges to return no more. 



I04 DEMETER OF ANTHELA 

Veiled and crowned with barley, she sighs and looks 
before her, 

Lifts her veil and pauses, and passes on again. 
Persephone, her daughter, sings and runs before her, 

Dancing like a wind-flower that forgets the rain. 

Glad, yet half-regretful, Demeter keeps her promise : 
All the hill with harvest is golden as with flame. 
Did she hold them dearer, the dajrs of whispering 
promise. 
Days of hope and wonder, before ftiUilment came ? 

Demeter of Anthela, veiled and crowned with 
barley, 
Laughs for royal triumph, then, remembering, 
sighs : 
Fleet as young Persephone across the waving barley 
Spring before Demeter stays her song and flies. 



HOPE'S KNIGHT 

Steel-visored rides a knight across the hills, 
Bearing a joyous banner, singing songs 

Of sorrow comforted and sin forgiven. 
Of quarrels reconciled and ended wrongs. 

He sings the wonder of the changing earth. 

The gold of harvest-time, and Spring's to- 
morrow, 

The lasting peaks, the dreams the valleys hold : 
The splendid setting made for joy, not sorrow. 

The people run beside his bridle rein. 

He gives to each the gift he carries hidden. 
And none may weep before the joyous knight : 

Grief veils herself and tears shrink back 
forbidden. 



io6 hope's knight 

Courage, he sings. Courage, and hope, and joy, 
And gladness of the world. But when night 
nears, 

If you should come upon him privily 

And see his face, his eyes are full of tears. 




A SONG OF ARTEMIS 

Artemis, lay down your spear, 

Venus' star is in the sky. 

Give no more your hunting cry, 
For the singing dawn is near. 
Artemis, lay down your spear. 

Venus' star is in the sky 

And your shepherd climbs the hill. 

Nymph, will you refuse him still 
His heart's desire ? Look up, on high 
Venus' star is in the sky. 

See, your shepherd climbs the hill. 
Come to fill your water-jars 
Where the stream reflects the stars. 
Fain to do your lightest will. 
See, your shepherd climbs the hill. 
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Who will fill your water-jars 

When the fiery day is here ? 
When the reckless charioteer 

Drives his team across the stars 

Who will fill your water-jars ? 

When the fiery day is here 

And your shepherd stays away. 
Daunted by your lasting nay, 

Heavy then will grow the spear, 

When the fiery day is here. 

Artemis, lay down your spear. 

Wear Love's garland while you may. 
Ere the wasting fires of day 

Take your courage. Love draws near. 

Artemis, lay down your spear. 




LIFFS LOVER 

With those who kneel to her for gifts 
He came to where Life's altars rise : 

And some she crowned for royal state, 
And some she crowned for sacrifice. 

Garlands she had of palm and bay, 
Laurel and thorn ; the lily white 

For those whose lives are prayers ; the rose 
For those who follow Love's delight. 

Then he, her lover, climbed at last 
The steps of Hope whereon she stands 

And, smiling, asked her, '* What for me ? '* 
And reached to her his empty hands. 



LIFES LOVER 
*' £v*n as the gods," she said, ** so I, 

My best for you, Belov'd, I keep." 
And round about his brows she set 

The poppy garland bringing sleep. 




THE SAME PRINCESS 

There came a knight from out the West, 
But would not stay beside her tower, 

Though she had many a couch for rest 
And songs to pass a magic hour. 

There came a knight from out the East, 
But would not draw the rein or stay. 

She sent to bid him to the feast. 

He spurred his horse and rode away. 

There came a knight from out the North : 
The men-at-arms set wide the door. 

He would not take her hand stretched forth 
He would not tread the oaken floor. 



r 



112 THE SAME PRINCESS 

There came a knight from out the South : 
She closed her window, closed her hall. 

He sounded through the trumpet's mouth. 
And sought to pass the silent wall. 

There was none dared the door set wide 
That gave into the court of stone. 

Since men love best what is denied 
He broke the bars of it alone. 

He called her name beneath the tower, 
She gave no look, nor word would say. 

He climbed into her secret bower 
And bore her in his arms away. 




A SONG OF APOLLO 

Deep within the wildwood I heard Apollo singing, 
Crowned with living laurel he sang and touched 
his lyre. 
Would I had not lingered to hear Apollo singing, 
Crowned with living laurel, he set my heart on 
fire. 

I hear the dreamed-of distance, the purple ocean 
calling. 
The sound of beating sails is in my heart all day. 
But close about my feet there is the green earth 
calling. 
The fields I know grow dearer ; I cannot go 
away. 
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While I stayed and listened to crowned Apollo 
singing, 
He touched another string and sang of love, life's 
dearest part. 
Would I had not lingered to hear Apollo singing. 
Of love that opens heaven, love that breaks the 
heart. 

Fain am I to know them, the roses of love's giving. 
The painted hidden chambers where love in 
secret sings. 
But dearer grows my freedom, the joy earth has lor 
giving. 
The silence of the wildwood, the dreams that 
silence brings. 

While I stayed and listened to crowned Apollo 



He touched another, dearer, string and sang the 
endtess quest. 




A SONG OF APOLLO II5 

Alas the soul that lingers and hears the strange god 
singing, 

Sees the mystic city and nevermore may rest. 

From the towered walls he hears the trumpets 
calling, 
Knows a shield awaits him where far the beacons 
gleam. 
Through Apollo's singing I heard the city calling 
And know not where to seek it, yet may not stay 
to dream. 

Would I had not lingered to hear the strange god 

singing ; 
Now I thrill with courage, now am held with 

fears. 
Peace and wild unrest, close-woven, brought his 

singing ; 

I cannot weep for gladness, or look on joy for tears. 

I — 2 



CENONFS SONG 

Here in the dark I sit and dream your face, 
And in the burning darkness say your name ; 

And wish my life once more was void of you, 
And knew again the days before you came. 

So small my kingdom was, and set about 
With walls of limit ; but the sun shone in, 

That never shines now through the mists of rain 
With which the days end and the days begin. 

So short my little singing-space in time. 
But very glad the songs that were my part. 

My tree of happiness stands brown and dead. 
The birds are flown that sang within my heart. 



^ 
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You knocked a little while at my heart's gate 
Till, fain to give, I opened it in haste. 

And through the door so joyously set wide 
You entered in and laid my kingdom waste. 



TO CHOPIN 

Singer divine of the unending sadness 

Of those who never drank of Sorrow's cup ; 
Incarnate voice of their remote dim gladness 

Who have not seen Joy's banners lifted up ; 
Poet of shadows and the mystic yearning 

Of souls toward the shadowy unknown, 
There ts for you no bodily returning 

Along the ways by dreams now overgrown. 

So, to the Place of Sleep that you inherit, 

The singing darkness where your soul must dwell, 

Goes from our living hearts to your far spirit 
The word that all your music means — Farewell, 




WAGNER 

Long since my spirit knew the early hills ; 
Uncaged it ranged and with no name for dreams, 
No road for thought to travel ; only knew 
The thunder's anger, and the sudden leap 
And stab of lightning, and the shrilling song 
That each wind sings beneath his roof of wings ; 
The loved and lovely laughter of the sea, 
And the vague tears that come with drifting rain ; 
The sudden happiness when some bird wakes 
And calls an angel's name upon the night. 
It worshipped unknown gods within the woods, 
And brought wild garlands for their hidden shrines. 

Long since. But he, the master, lifts a lamp 
That lights the winding stairway of the past. 



1 20 WAGNER 

And back along the road my spirit treads, 
Seeking its birth-place in the stormy void ; 
Till all my being is a quivering harp 
That sings with him the elemental song. 




A SONG OF SAPPHO 

Sweetest Sappho, wake from the sleep that holds 

you. 
Saddest maid, out of the night that folds you, 
Wake to an instant's day and, dreams forbearing. 
Grant me a hearing. 

I too know, as you knew, the plaintive calling 
Of birds that lie close-hid when rain is fidling ; 
The sound of sighing leaves, of water flowing. 
Of the wind's going. 

I too have seen across the corn still lying 
The shadows of the plover southward flying ; 
And listening on the clifis where sheep were 
cropping 

Heard sea-dews dropping. 
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THE PRINCESS AT THE WINDOW 

I SIT and watch the shadows pass, 
Grey shadows on a grey water. 
In youth's court I had my part, 
The song of dreams was in my heart, 
Beauty's crown my brows above 
And in my eyes the light of love. 

Alas! 
I was once a king's daughter. 

I sit and watch the shadows pass. 
Grey shadows on a grey water. 
All alone I sit and weep. 
In my eyes the glad fires sleep. 
All my fairness now is done. 
The song from out my heart is gone. 

Alas! 
I was once a king's daughter. 
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I sit and watch the shadows pass, 
Grey shadows on a grey water. 

None comes ever to my door, 

Or stirs the rushes on my floor. 

Only memory with me stays 

And tells for beads the fleeted days. 
Alas! 
I was once a king's daughter. 



EVFS SONG 

I WAS once in Eden close. 
(Ere my sorrow came.) 
Never sun or set or rose 

But the echoes sang my name. 
Eden garden no man knows, 
Eden gate is barred in flame. 
Yet, ere sorrow came, 

Adam, closed in Eden's ring. 
Needed not my comforting. 

I for Arthur's queen was brought. 

(Ere my sorrow came.) 
Knights each day before me fought 

For the glory of my name. 
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Now my colours hang unsought, 
Spoken of with grief and shame. 
Yet, ere sorrow came, 

Loved and worshipped, I had not 

Given all for Lancelot. 

I was in Giovanni's hall. 
(Ere my sorrow came.) 
Honour was the golden ball 

Given me to play Life's game. 
Through my hands I let it fall 
For a voice that cried my name. 
Yet, ere sorrow came. 
Life's best hour I could not know — 
That of death with Paolo. 

In Life's garden I was born. 

(Ere my sorrow came.) 
From dawn to dusk, from night to morn, 

I nor trouble knew nor blame. 
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Then I heard Love wind his horn 
And my soul was turned to flame. 
Yet, though sorrow came, 

I the same again would choose, 
All for love to give and lose. 



A SONG OF CHILE 

It is good to be in England when the mists are soft 
and grey, 
And the wind sings by the river in the sedge ; 
When Spring has waked the daffodils, and blown 
dead leaves away, 
And set a veil of green on every hedge. , 

It is good to be in England, but to Chile overseas 
The heart of me is ever questing back. 

Where the thorny cactus grows between the golden 
orange-trees. 
And the shadows that the branches throw are black. 

I have journeyed far from Chile, but across the seas 
it calls. 
And my dreaming heart at night imagines still 

K 
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The scent of sun-warmed fig-trees that comes 
breathing through the walls 
Of my house of tied reed-bunches on the hill. 

I dream the sudden whisper of the lizards on the 

sheaves, 
The loud cicala singing by the door ; 
But best I like to dream the sharp-cut shadows of 

the leaves 

That the sun makes, through the vine roof, on 
the floor. 

The sun looks down on England because God bids 
him shine, 
But his shining hardly differs from his shade ; 
For the heart of him is dreaming in that distant 
land of mine 
That he looks on as a lover on a maid. 




THE PRINCESS AT THE SEA'S EDGE 

I AM come to the Gate of Sleep, 

In the wall of dreams. 
I see through the bars the shrine 

Where the Chalice gleams, 

The quest of dreams. 
The shadows lie so deep. 
Alas ! my lover. 
He has passed the Grate of Sleep. 

I am come to the Gate of Night, 

In the empty dark. 
No leaf or flower is mine, 

No song of lark, 
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To pierce the dark. 
There is not any light. 
Alas ! my lover, 
He has passed the Gate of Night. 

I am come to the Gate of the Sea, 

On the silent shore. 
I reach my hands for a sign, 

For hope once more. 

Nor sea nor shore 
Gives answer back to me. 

Alas ! my lover. 
He has passed the Gate of the Sea. 
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A SONG FOR SAINT THOMAS 

God said, " I am the End 

And the Beginning." 
" Ah, God," I said, « the middle way 

Where I stand sinning." 

God said, " I am the Light, 

Darkness is mine." 
" Alas," I said, " the twilit hour 

Before starshine." 

God said, " All wise, I came 

Even as a child." 
" Ah, God," I said, " the years between 

When youth runs wild." 
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God said, ^^ In joy I come, 

And time of tears." 
" Alas, the hours of vague regrets 

And vaguer fears." 

God said, " Who seeks to see 

My Face shall find." 
" Have pity. Lord, look down 

Mine eyes are blind." 




PERA BRIDGE 

Would that we might go Eastward, you and I, 
And stand again on Pera Bridge to see the world 
goby. 

At Pera all the nations meet ; 
You can hear their busy feet 
In endless sound along the street. 
The living stream of colour glows 
Against the sunset's pulsing rose, 
And past the lamps at dusk it goes, 
And on, till with the moon is born 
The silver of the Golden Horn. 

Once we stood there, hand in hand. 
In the distant Eastern land. 
Where the painted houses stand. 
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Life was then a joyous thing, 
Jewel-eyed, with songs to sing, 
Dreams to sell and crowns to bring. 

Life grown old in London's grey 

Lets her garlands fall away. 

Grey and dark is London's street, 
Grey the souls that walk in it. 
Clad in sable as is meet. 
Yet perhaps their spirits' eyes 
See the land where Pera lies 
Underneath the sapphire skies. 

Their hearts too may, hidden deep. 

Such a glowing vision keep. 

Would that we might go Eastward, you and I, 
And stand again on Pera Bridge to see the world 
goby. 




A SONG OF MUSIC 

Your music moves me like the sea. 
Can you not feel my spirit wake 
And lift, and like a strange bird take 
Its way to where the wild deer slake 

Their thirst in some far desert pool ? 
My soul, set free in woods of rain, 
That which it once had finds again ; 
Or like some morning-god sees plain 
The crimson and the purple stain 
Of amaranth and close vervaine 

Where Ida greets the dawning-cool. 
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Your music moves me like the sea. 
It brings a sadness half divine, 
As that of one who for a sign 
Waits all in vain and does resign 
The hope that forth his light may shine, 

Yet still sits watching day by day. 
And then into an older age 
It takes my soul, and I engage 
Where ancient battles fiercely wage. 
And know the triumphs on Time's page 
Till Troy becomes my spirit's cage 
And Babylon my heritage, 

And I grow royal as you play. 

Your music moves me like the sea. 

Long since what promise from a king 
Was unfulfilled that time should bring 
So great a gift ? May it not be 
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Perhaps, in ages yet unknown, 
I shall be queen and you shall own 
No state, but Icneel before my throne ? 
And then, defying gibe and frown, 
I shall remember and step down 
And yield to you my royal crown 

Because that once you played to me. 



i 
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THE SINGER OF DREAMS 

He is gone from among us, the Singer of DFcams, 
With his lute and his songs he is vanished and 
sped. 

The world of enchantment we lived in is done. 
The visions he gave us are empty and Red. 

At the sound of his singing, the Singer of Dreams, 
The doors everlasting were moved and stood wide. 

We looked from the windows on waters unknown. 
And dreamed of strange ships on a magical tide. 

We mocked at his visions, the Singer of Dreams, 
With mocking and laughter wc drove him away. 

Dark, since he went, is the waking at dawn. 
And henry night's curtain between day and day. 




THE SINGER OF DREAMS I4I 

In what hold by the sea is the Singer of Dreams ? 

On whose painted galley now sits he to sing i 
What worlds is he showing to other souls now ? 

Do they flout him as we did, or know him a 
king ? 

Is he pacing the forest, the Singer of Dreams ? 

Or fronting the hills in the wind and the rain ? 
Watching wild swans by some fay*-haunted pool ? 

Or flying torn flags from a castle in Spain ? 

In vain do we call him, the Singer of Dreams, 
In vain now his name in the corners we say. 

He showed us the light on the City Beyond, 

But we banished him ere he had taught us the 
way. 
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HERMES IN THE CITY 

Hermes went through the city, 

All unseen of men. 
Great with scorn and pity 

He cried in their foolish faces 
And their unheeding ears, 

" The years were arm^d then, 
Girt with swords for slaying, 
And waking of strange fears ? 
They are many and past the years 

Since ye knew the ancient places 
And, crowned with clinging vine, 
Singing, ye poured new wine 
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Purple before white altars 
Set deep in cypress shade. 

More weak than the dead shadows 
Ye are grown, and more afraid." 



Hermes went on the roadway 

Silent with winged feet. 
No look was raised to mark him, 

No hand to greet. 
He cried, ^^ Ye are dead to courage. 

And strange to dreams. 
Ye forget the shade of olives. 

And the sound of streams ; 
The clash of burnished armoiu*. 

And the war-song of kings. 
Ye forget the ancient glory, 

And the ancient things*" 
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Sadden, a knuhI of bdb, 
■ And a towering beigfat. 

And the gTEX cathedral rose 
To the wild god's aght. 
P / Hennes passed through the doorway 

!Aod stood at gize. 
Then cried aloud, ** O marvd 
^ Of sculptured pnJse. 

, f I have wronged you, men of labour 

And weary days. 
y For your hearts have held the vision. 

Close-hid, of the years before, 
I . When earth was as a goddess 

I ■ Ye did adore. 

For your mighty pillars rear them 
l| Like the stems of trees. 
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Ye have painted your lighted windows 

Like the sun on sleeping seas. 
Ye have gathered the mingled marbles 

Like the stones that lie on the shore. 
And the great echo remembers 

The surge's roar. 
The roof is domed as the skies are, 

And the stillness is like night. 
The stones my feet have trod 

Are grey as the rocks of ocean 

Are grey in morning light. 
Ye have triumphed. For what god ? " 



Hermes turned to the altar 

And saw the Cross above. 

He cried, " O God of Love, 
O broken God of Pity, 

White Christ with sorrow pale, 

L 
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I, Hermes, out of Hellas, 

Stand here and cry you, ^ Hail.* 

In the grey heart of the city. 
In the greyer hearts of those 

You have led by narrow ways. 
Dark with labour, strait and steep. 
Still your holy place you keep. 

And their best they bring, 

Dimly remembering 

The great things of the larger earth. 
Where their spirits first had birth. 

In the far-oflF, sim-lit days. 

They have wrought, slow-labouring. 
With the distance echoing 

Faintly through the shadowy past ; 

Till at last 

This their high thank-offering rose. 
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God of Love and not of Fear, 
When they call, you lean and hear. 
In their darkness you draw near 

Comforting. 
Failure ever woke our scorn. 

Those who sought us 
Needs must blow on Triumph's horn. 

" Merciless 

We, the gods of long ago. 

Had not heard men had they cried 
From grey houses in a street 
Grey beneath their dragging feet. 

But unheeding stood afar. 

Rose the prayers we used to know 

From the purple mountain side. 
Where slow oxen knew the goad. 
Toiling up the green-set road ; 
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Or the blue Calabrian tide, 

Flecked with white where breakers surged, 

Where the brown-sailed vessels urged 
Forward with the south wind's breath 

Or withheld the west wind's stress. 
Call us there and we should hear. 
Or stand near 

To our altars gleaming white 

In the shadowy star-lit night, 
When fierce youths and maidens sang 
Till their mystic chorus rang 
Up to every silent star. 
Call us there and we should hear. 

Or make your prayer 
On the shouting battle-field, 
When the steel smites on the shield. 

w 

All the air 
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Shall be full of shining spears, 
As the host immortal n^rs 
Bringing victory and death." 

Hermes went through the city 

AH unseen of men. 
Quick with sight and pity 

He cried in their weary faces 
And their unheeding ears, 
" They have weighed you down, the years 

Ye have spent in crowded places. 
Your step has lost its freedom 

And your eyes their light. 
They have taken a heavy toll, 

The years ye passed in labour 
For the unneeded things. 

But deeper than my seeking. 

Beyond yoiu* speaking. 
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Dwells still the ancient soul 
Keeping the ancient sight. 

Long is it since ye trod 

The simpler, earlier height. 

But through the way of darkness 
Ye cling to your new god." 



" Is it we or you who fail ? 

We the old gods of Hellas i 
Our white altars are deserted 

And no more our torches burn. 
Not Apollo 
Do ye follow, 

To another now ye turn. 
Ye pour no wine 

Before our altars, light no flame, 

Kneel no more where once ye came. 
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Yet within 

Still a vision holds your spirits 
Hid too close to light your eyes. 
But divine 

Still is that to which ye lift 

Such a temple for a gift. 
Ye nor quail 

At our anger now, nor sing 

In our praise ; nor ever bring 
As long since the sacrifice. 
Is it we or you who fail ? " 



** It is we who fail. 

We are gods of scorn and hate, 
Of passion and hunting and cunning ; 
Glad of swift running ; 
Impatient of patience and those who wait. 
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We are gods of wind and sea, 

And of hills and plains ; 

Of mists and rains ; 
Of silent magical woods, 

And of wind-swept space. 
But He whom now ye follow, 
Forsaking bright Apollo, 

Is a God for every place. 
Through your ordered, work-filled days 
He will hear your praise 

Rise from the narrow street 

Wherein ye meet. 
Not in glad comradeship. 

But gravely and each intent 
On a sordid labouring quest. 

He is patient of your tears. 
Beneath His thorny crown 
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His eyes look down 

In pity of your fears, 
Your doubts and your unrest, 

And your useless discontent." 



Hermes came to Olympus. 

On the thymy hill 
Stood bright Apollo singing 

To the enchanted air. 
The winds were silent listening, 

The waters still. 

The sun shone on his hair. 
The silver clouds were ringing 

With the song he lifted there. 
All uncrushed beneath his feet 

Were the little purple flowers. 
Now and then 

The amorous rain. 
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} Weeping with her secret sweet, 

I Dewed his brow with scented showers* 

* 

Apollo greeted Hermes, 
Staying his song, 
** You did not tarry long 

In the sorrowful city of men, 

' But are soon returned again." 

t 



Hermes gave no answer. 

But in his heart thought grew : 
** Even more fair than you, 

O beautiful Apollo, 
Is the secret soul of man. 

That to sad gods and lowly 

Raises a temple holy, 

Weaving in roof and spire 
Memories of your once-heard lyre, 

And the beauty it once knew.' 



I 
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** Our day is over and done 

On the earth of men* 
As their cities rise we fall, 
And are set with the hidden sun 
Of a day beyond recall. 

Long since, in the quiet days, 

In the lonely ways. 
Men set their gods above 

On a hill of praise* 
But now in the city's press 

Men's souls grow side by side* 
Their joys and griefs are one. 

They share their laughter and pride. 
Their labour and weariness* 

They need a god more near. 
They have chosen one of their own. 

Who toiled and suffered as they, 
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• Who wept the tears they weep, 

I And slept their human sleep ; 

Who died and was buried away, 
To wake a God of Love, 

With love to still their fear* 
They build him a temple of stone, 
A wonder of marble wrought. 
With light and colour far-sought. 
** To his sign they lift their eyes. 

While the gathered priests intone. 

Or tread the stones soft-shod. 
The deep-set arches span 
The space where their voices rise ; 
f But the true house of their God 

i In a fairer temple lies. 

He is throned till the world shall end. 
And the seas in mist ascend. 
In the secret heart of man." 
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THE PASSING SINGER 

O ALL of you that hold the gates of vision, 

Fling wide your doors to those without that wait, 

And lead them through the highways of your city, 
And through its temples, ere it be too late. 

O all of you that know love's orchard closes. 

Bend down the boughs for those beyond the wall : 

Gather for them from all your wealth of blossom. 
And shake the branches that the fruit may fall. 

O all of you made stewards of earth's treasure, 
Give while you may the gold that is your trust ; 

For you shall lie at last where is no giving, 
With helpless hands close-folded in the dust. 
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O all you dwelling in the house of learning, 
Set forth your pages that the poor may read 

The gathered wisdom that the years inherit, 
In haste before you pass beyond their need. 

O all of you that know the wells of gladness, 
And sing beside them, share, while yet you live, 

Your pitcher with the thirsty, ere, hereafter, 
You hear them cry and be too poor to give. 

Ah, give. The road you tread has no returning, 
But stretches on into the endless night. 

Then give your life, your joy, your gold, you. 
learning ; 
Lift high your lamp of love and give its light. 
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lie ; which is in love with the highest that it sees." 
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